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JUST A ROUTINE SEARCH 


My sister spends half the night search- 
ing for burglars. This is a routine with 
her, and every night, this is what 
happens. First she draws the curtains, 
then she shuts the door. Then she 
looks under my bunk bed, then under 


i 


' 


hers. Finally, she puts out the light. I 

would love to see her face if she did 

find someone—she’d run a mile, and 
that would be a miracle for her! 

Wilma Allison, 

Hardgate. 


LOOPLESS 


‘At my-school we have to do a certain 
kind of handwriting which contains no 
loops. If our headmistress sees that we 
are doing loops or not quite touching 
the margin with our first word, she 
flies into a temper. I think we should 
be allowed to do our own style of 
handwriting. 
Denise Wilson, 
Wilmslow. 
Lam sure your headmistress has her reasons 
for wanting you all to develop the same style, 
‘but personally, I would find it very monoto- 
nous if every letter I opened was written in the 
same handeoriting. 


APPEAL 


I would like to make an appeal to all 
LADY PENELOPE readers. Please 
don’t buy puppies or kittens just 
because you feel sorry for them in a 
pet shop window. Many people do 


this and then find that they can’t look 

after them and’ abandon them when 

they get fed up with feeding them. It’s 

much better for them to be left in the 
care of the shop-keeper. 

Mary Harris, 

Plymouth. 


MUM'S LAMENT 


‘My mother leaves a note for me before 
she goes out in the morning, and often 
she writes her request in verse, telling 
me what she needs. The other day, 
this is what she wrote: 

‘Oh, Bernie me darlin’, 

I've run out of bread. 

If there is none by lunchtime, 

They'll chop off my head. 

So please will you buy 

Me a loaf from the van, 

And save a big row 

Between me and my man. 


Bernadette Kincaid, 
Fraserburgh. 


UNIMPRESSED 


One day at school we had to write an 
essay on how we would escape if 
everywhere was flooded and the water 
was rising fast. I said that I would send 


for but the 


International Rescue, 
teacher wasn’t very impressed. 


Susan Woodward, 


RESULTS...RESULTS... RESULTS... RESULTS...RESULTS 


At last! Here are the results of 
the LADY PENELOPE HOLIDAY 
competition, which was held in 
issue 18. The correct selection 
was D A ECB, and of the entrants 
who gave this selection, the 
eventual winners were chosen for 
the orginality of their sentence 
completion. The judges also took 
age and neatness into considera- 
tion. The first ten winners each 
receive a pretty Tick-A-Tee play- 
suit and the runners-up, 20 of 
them, a perky Fashion Imp straw 
hat! 


. RESULTS 


. RESULTS. 


The first ten winners are: 
Adrienne Benham, South 
Shields; Sally Carter, Newport 
Pagnell; Caroline Costello, 
Sheffield; Linda Edwards, 
Barry; Maria Graves, Leeds; 
Andrea Howey, Gloucester; 


MRESULTS. 


Coventry. 
Pauline Jarvis, Ips ; Denise 
Rowbotham, Wal Lynne 


Shepherd, Bradford; Christine 
Wright, Great Bentley. 

The twenty runners-up are: 

June MacGregor, Edinburgh; 
Margaret Thompson, Brighton; 
Judith Croak, Ashtead; Caroline 
Prior, Nottingham; Carolyn 
Roberts, Wrexham; Ann Heath, 
Derby; Bernadette Denniss, 
Grimsby; Judith Dulson, New- 
castle-Under-Lyne; Barbara Hart- 
ley, Southsea; Jane Clark, 
Leicester; Cherry Housley, 
Widnes; Patricia Young, Stroud; 
Susan Forsyth, Scarborough; 
Sheila Brighton, North Shields; 
Janice Cobb, Redhill; Hilary Stant, 
Ryde; Kathleen Thompson, Man- 
chester; Jacqueline McMahon, 
Dunstable; Nora Melling, Crewe; 
Mary Richards, Wellington. 
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THE CRAZY GANG 


One day my three friends and I were 
bored so we decided to make a show. 
My sister wrote a play for us to act, 
and it was decided that we should form 
a pop group to top the bill. We called 
ourselves, “The Crazy Blues,” and our 
instruments were a tambourine, drums 
(made from various biscuit tins), a 
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STRONG AND HANDSOME 


As far as | know, no-one 
has written about Jethro 
Clampett. | think he is 
strong and handsome. 
Please could you tell me 
something about him, 


Janet Whitehead, 

London N.4. 
Jethro Clampett is played by 
28 year-old actor Max Baer. 
He is the son of a former 
boxing champion, but his 
father advised him not to 
follow in his footsteps. His 
strength probably comes 
from eating such huge 
breakfasts. Every day he 
starts off with half a dozen 
eggs (preferably scrambled), 
an infinite number of pieces 
of toast, two glasses of 
orange juice, a cup of 
coffee and a quart of milk. 
I dread to think what he has 
for elevenses! 


ELCOME to another issue 
of LADY PENELOPE, and 
to another batch of interesting 
letters. There's ten shillings 
for every letter printed, so get 
cracking—it could be yours! 
When you write, remember to 
include your six favourite 
features in order of preference 
and if you like, the one you 
dislike most. Remember too, 
my new address. 

WRITE TO 

LADY PENELOPE, Ashentree Court, 
18-19 Whitefriars Street, London 
E.C.4. (Comp.). 


guitar and a piano. After much re- 
hearsing the day came for our show. 
People poured into daddy’s barn, which 
he lent to us for the occasion. We had 
charged 3d. to come. Sweets were sold 
in the interval and people threw money 
onto the stage after the show. Altogether 
we made {£2 6s. 6d. which we put 
towards a local fund for a swimming 
pool. The Crazy Blues have been 
booked to appear at a party arranged 
by two of my friends. 
Paula Le Gallez, 
Guernsey. 
That’s what I call initiative. I hope you 
toill continue in your successes. 
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A crowd of school- 
girls ambush four 
U.N.C.L.E. agents at 
London Airport and 
get away with micro- 
film of the names and 
addresses of every 
U.N.C.L.E. European 
agent. Napoleon and 
lllya arrive at the 
U.N.C.L.E. H.Q., Lon- 
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YES - 2 
ANO MAKE SURE 
YOU STEP INTO 


NEXT WEEK: ‘‘So these are our intruders..." 


“1am sure you will enjoy 
reading this week's story, 
taken from my top secret 
files. | have called this 
incident The Start of a 
Scrapbook for a 
special reason. | 

you to find out why 


HERE are no arguments, Nell. 
You're not coming on this 
raid.” 

Commander E. T. K. Barrington, 
chief of Scotland Yard’s Fraud Squad, 
tapped the grey ashes from his pipe 
into the big brass ashtray on his study 
desk. 

Opposite him, submerged in the 
huge armchair that seemed as big as 
everything else in the rambling old 
country house, the young girl pushed 
back a stray wisp of blonde hair and 
glared angrily. 

“But Uncle . . . please!” And then, 
as an afterthought, “I wish you 
wouldn’t keep calling me Nell!” 

Commander Barrington stood up, 
clasped his hands behind him and did 
a comical knees-bend like a comedy 
constable on the music-hall stage. 
“Arguin’ with a hofficer of the law, 


THE START OFA 


Scepoob.. 


are you? Hit’s my duty to warn you, 
young lady . . .” Then his face turned 
Serious again, and he leaned forward, 
tapping a forefinger on the desk to 
emphasise each word he said. 


“Plater Mulvaney and his little 
bunch of international forgers are not, 
in my opinion, the sort of men who'll 
come quietly when my boys make the 
pounce on their hideout this evening. 
Mulvaney’s an American, and it’s 
likely he carries a gun. Therefore, my 
eager Sherlock Nellie, you're going 
to stay at home and watch Agent 
Zero Nine on the telly.” 


The girl scoffed. “Agent Zero 
Nothing!” she said. “You'll be having 
a fine old rough-house, and I'll miss 
all the fun!” But the Commander was 
whistling a tune and filling his 
again. The subject was closed. 


TEN miles away, in what looked 
to the casual passer-by like a 
derelict farmhouse at the end of an 
overgrown: lane, Plater Mulvaney 
sat on a high stool beside a drawing 
board and glanced over the first 
proof, taken from metal plates that 
he'd spent weeks in etching. 


Louie The Greek, hairy-armed and 
muscular, like some shambling ape, 
beamed over his shoulder. “Even the 
Governor of the Bank of England 
wouldn’t know the difference, boss! 
Perfect ten quid notes!” 


Plater Mulvaney smiled bleakly 
and looked round the half-dozen 
toughs gathered about him in the 
farmhouse cellar. 

“Who cares about the Bank of 
England?” he shrugged. “It’s the big 
noises in the Bereznik treasury who'll 
be giving this lot the once-over . . . 
these and the dollars and Swiss 
francs we'll be printing.” 

Bounce Whitney, the Plater’s right- 
hand man, paused in his careful 
unwrapping of a bundle of stolen 
banknote paper, and glanced across 
at his boss. 

“How exactly does it all work, 
Plater? Bereznik floods Europe and 
America with our forgeries . . 
(Mulvaney’s eyes glittered at the 
word, so Bounce Whitney hastily 
changed it to “works of art”)... and 
the whole Western world’s supposed 
to go bankrupt?” 

Mulvaney nodded. “Banknotes are 
no more than bits of paper, Bounce. 
A government can’t even issue a ten 
hob note unless there’s ten shillings in 
the gold reserve to back it up. So 
expert forgery on the scale of millions 
busts a country’s economy wide 
open...” 


Bounce Whitney still looked 
mystified, so the Plater made an 
unprintable comment and turned 
aside impatiently. “What on earth 
does it matter to you, anyway? 
You're a slob. We do the work, the 
West goes bust, and Bereznik makes 
us rich for life. That’s all you gotta 
know.” 

The work continued in silence, and 
soon a rotary press began turning in 
the sound-proofed cellar, and sheaves 
of currency started passing through 
the trimmers and into the stacking 
tray at the back of the machine . . . 


OMMANDER E.T. K. BARRING- 

TON stood at the front door of his 
house looking at his watch. Over in 
the western sky, the first darkness of 


 Piek-lock . . 


evening was beginning to blend with 
the fading blue. 

In front of him, low-murmurir 
groups of men were standing . . . 
policemen, but in plain clothes. 
‘They had arrived in three vehicles, 
but only one bore any official markings. 
It was a Black Maria. 

There was a car .. . an innocent- 
looking estate wagon that Commander 
Barrington would be driving himself. 
To look at him, in his tweeds and 
cloth cap, he might have been a 
country farmer. The other vehicle 
was one of those mud-stained and 
battered lorries, the sort that pigs, 
and sometimes sheep are ferried 
around in. 

Sergeant Corcoran, looking like 
any florid-faced farmworker, would 
be driving it, and the ‘livestock’ in 
the back would be the rest of the 
Fraud Squad raiding party. No 
matter if Plater Mulvaney had any 
look-outs posted on the approach 
roads to his derelict farm, none of 
them would ever see anything 
suspicious in the car and the lorry. 
As for the Black Maria, that would be 
more than half a mile behind the 
others, and it would wait for a walkie- 
talkie signal to come and collect. 


HE back of the Black Maria was 

unlocked, though Commander 
Barrington didn’t know it. His niece, 
her blonde hair covered with a scarf, 
had sneaked up from the bushes 
bordering the drive, and now she was 
congratulating herself on the ease 
with which she’d used the slender 
a souvenir her uncle 
normally kept in the top left-hand 
drawer of his desk. 

The girl was already inside the 
Maria, peering through the tiny 
barred window high up in the wall. 
She could hardly resist chuckling to 
herself as she watched the Commander 
making his final arrangements. 
“Sherlock Nellie strikes back,” she 
grinned to herself. “Try and keep 
me. away from the action, would 
he?” 

‘The summer evening came quickly 
and Commander Barrington climbed 
into the estate car and switched on 
the side-lights. His arm came through 
the driver's window and waved, and 
three engines spluttered into life. 

In_his driving mirror, he saw the 
cattle lorry following him as he turned 
into the lonely B-road. Twenty yards 
behind, That was fine. And the Maria? 
There it was .. . but driving slowly. 
Already they were leaving it behind. 
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Perfect. Wonder what would Plater 
Mulvaney and his boys be doing now? 
Patting each other on the back, oh-so- 
confidently? Come to that, what about 
Nell? Gritting her teeth and switching 
the telly for Agent Zero Nine? 
Commander Barrington laughed out 
loud... 


[7 seemed an age before the Black 
Maria pulled up. The girl could 
hear the driver’s voice clearly through 
the metal partition that separated her 
from the cab. She heard his mate open 
the passenger door. 

“Radio message from the chief, 
Jim, They did have a look-out . . . he’s 
in the hedge 200 yards ahead, 
round the bend. Poor bloke thinks 
he’s out of sight.” 

“Okay, Fred. Leave him to me. 
Drive on slowly, and I'll pick him up 
and chuck him in the back.” 

“We must be near the farm,” said 
the girl to herself. Gingerly, she 
pushed open the rear doors of the van 
and slid out onto the roadway. “Time 
I wasn’t here.” 

She just had time to snap shut the 
door-lock with her uncle’s gadget 
before the Maria began to roll 
forward again, and she caught a 
fleeting glimpse of the policeman Jim 
cat-footing forward along the hedge- 
row in a crouching trot. 

Then she slipped quietly into a 
nearby field and took stock of her 
surroundings. 

There it was . . . the derelict house. 
Half a mile away on the horizon, 
and just how her uncle had described 
it. Now for a closer look. 

Indian fashion, she kept to folds in 
the ground, and made little, sprinting 
dashes from cover to cover. Here was 
the welcome edge of a tumble-down 
barn. Now some concealment in a 
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field deep in belladonna and wild 
thistle: : 

The girl was breathing heavily. 
She stood in the shadows of a half- 
hinged door . . . what had once been 
the entrance to a cowshed. Only the 
weed-grown farmyard separated her 
from the house. And there was her 
uncle, crawling . . . yes, actually 
crawling forward from some stunted 
undergrowth, with his men behind 
him. It was painfully difficult not to 
laugh. 


COMMANDER BARRINGTON 
reached the wall of the house and 
eased himself to his feet. There was a 
dirt-grimed window next to him, 
and he glanced quickly through it. 
But he couldn’t have chosen a worse 
moment! 

Like a reflection in a mirror, the 
Commander's niece saw another face 
appear on the opposite side of the 
glass. . . a face like an ape’s. The 
Black eyebrows shot up, and the 
wide mouth fell open . . . and even 
across the yard, she heard the voice 
of Louie The Greek scale upwards in 
horrified panic. “Boss! We got 
visitors! I smell the cops!” 

Instantly, Commander Barrington 
threw stealth to the winds and raced 
for the back door of the house. His 
men hurled themselves bebind him, 
and the ancient wood burst inwards 
as though it had been hit by a bomb. 

The girl looked hastily round the 
crumbling cowshed. “I need a 
weapon,” she said aloud . . . and her 
eyes were glittering with 
excitement . . . 


LOUIE THE GREEK and Com- 

mander Barrington rolled down the 
stone steps into the farmhouse cellar in 
a struggling tangle of arms and legs. 


STORY ® 


‘The Commander felt the sledge- 
hammer blows of the big man’s fists 
against his ribs . . . but his hands 
were locked into the Greek's bull 
neck. 

He had a fleeting impression of 
Plater Mulvaney and Bounce 
Whitney .. . and guns were in their 
fists. The blast of shots . . . the reek 
of cordite . . . and now Sergeant 
Corcoran, cartwheeling past with his 
hands clasped agonisingly over his 
shattered knee. 

Then a sallow, rat-faced man, a 
big spanner raised in his hand . . . 
and the solid crack as the steel 
bounced off Constable Jackson’s 
skull. 

The din was appalling. Bounce 
Whitney had lost his gun, and his 
unconscious body had tumbled back- 
wards over the printing press. But 
already, the policeman who had hit 
him was crumpling to the floor as a 
chair shattered over his head. 

‘And then Commander Barrington 
relaxed his grip on Louie The Greek’s 
neck. He had to. There was silence 
in the cellar, broken only by Plater 
Mulvaney’s ‘voice, and the Com- 
mander could feel the menacing 
pressure of a pistol muzzle against 
the centre of his spine. 

“Up, copper. It’s all over.” 

It had been a good try, but fate 
had lost the raiders their essential 
clement of surprise. Commander 
Barrington stood up . . . the only 
policeman left on his feet. There 
might have been satisfaction in that 
Plater’s gang had taken a full share 
of the pasting, too. But there wasn’t. 
Mulvaney might be the only crook 
undamaged . . . but he still had the 


gun. 
“You're dead meat, buddy,” said 
Mulvaney . and his knuckle 


NEXT WEEK: A new serial story begins from 


COMPLETE STORY @ 


whitened on the trigger. “This’ll 
teach you to keep your nose out of a 
big shot’s business!” 


THE double-pronged pitchfork 
seemed to come from nowhere. 
‘The prongs shot incredibly neatly on 
each side of Plater Mulvaney’s neck, 
and slammed him against the cellar 
wall, pinning him helpless. The bullet 
that burst from his gun went heaven- 
knows-where. 

“Nell!” The exclamation burst from 
Commander Barrington’s astonished 
lips. His niece stood at the top of the 
cellar stairs, dusting her hands smugly, 
and grinning down at him. 

“You'd better snap'some handcuffs 
on Mulvaney, Uncle . . . before he gets 
my pitchfork out of the wall. Aren’t 
you glad I came, after all?” 


AREADING lamp cast. yellow 
island of light in the big drawing 
room of Lady Penelope Creighton- 
Ward’s mansion. Lady Penelope 
closed the time-faded red folder from 
her files and sat back with a far-away 
smile on her face. 

‘The folder was numbered . . . a 
single figure one. Funny, but the 
Plater Mulvaney business seemed an 
awful long time ago. 

Parker set down a tray of late- 
night cocoa and biscuits beside her, 
and his eye fell on what she'd been 
reading. 

“Your first taste of action, wasn’t 
it, M’lady?” he smiled. “You've come 
a long way since then, hif you don’t 
mind me sayin’ so.” 

Lady Penelope grinned and sipped 
her cocoa. “I must look up Uncle 
again, one of these days,” she said. 
“OF course, he’s retired now. But do 
you know, Parker, whenever he 
writes, he still insists on calling me 
Nell!” 

THE END 
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LADY PENELO 


A series of robber- 
ies, the breaking of 
the casino bank at 
Monte Carlo, and 
the kidnapping of 
Monaco's Prince. 
Lady Penelope is 
convinced her old 
enemy, Mr. Steel- * 
man, is behind all 
these crimes. She 
gets into his hotel 
room to search for 
aclue that will lead 
to his secret hide- 
out, when... 
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MR. STEELMAN LEAVES 
THE ROOM AFTER 
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PREPARED AIRCRAFT, 
ROBOT SEVEN IS. 
SPEEDING TOWARDS 
THE CHATEAU... 


UNTYING THE PRINCE, STEELMAN | 
USES THE RADIO EQUIPMENT 
THE LAST TIME.. 
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CLIMBING BACK INTO THE ROOM, J 
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HAS SUIST BROKEN BE RETURNED 
WW Wid PERISH, UNHARMED, 
ATH YOU, 


——— tt 
AND THE GOVERNESS IS TRAPPED! | 
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they’re giving 
away 31 bikes 


Hey! 


in August 


Win a bike of your own! 
BAND AID washproof plasters competition 


31 Raleigh bikes to be won! 

Like a bike of your own? A Raleigh bike the 
same as theirs—new and shiny, light and fast ? 
Come on then! Enter this super BAND-AID* 
Washproof Plasters competition. Thereare thirty- 
one Raleigh bikes to be won. And you could 
easily be a winner! 


Go in and win 
You're off to a flying start if you know how to maintain 
a bike in tip-top condition. 
1. Study the list of mechanical checks (opposite page). 
2. Using your skill and judgment decide, in order, 
which six are the most important for a bike to be in a safe, 
roadworthy condition. 
3. List them in order of importance on the entry form. 
4. Complete the unfinished sentence in not more than 
12 additional words. 
5. Send the entry form, plus one BAND-AID Wash- 
proof Plaster wrapper, to address shown. 
12 


Easy, isn’t it? So go ahead and win that super Raleigh 
bike! Your entry form is all ready to fill in on the 
opposite page. 


‘Trade mark 


1. This competition is open to all residents of the U.K., 
excepting employees of JOHNSON & JOHNSON (Gt. 
Britain) Ltd. and their advertising agents. 


2. Entries must be in ink or ball pen. Each must be accom- 
panied by one BAND-AID Washproof Plaster wrapper. 


3. Closing date for the competition will be 2nd September 
1966. All winners will be notified by post by 3oth September 
1966. Results will be published in the Competitors Journal on 
15th October 1966. 


4. Judging will be by an independent panel including mem- 
bers of RoSPA and the decision will be final. 


5- Prizes will be awarded to those who, in the opinion of 
the panel, have placed the six mechanical checks which are 
most important for a skilful cyclist to practise, in order of 
importance. In the event of any ties, the judges will use the 
completion of the unfinished sentence as a final eliminator. 


6. No responsibility can be accepted for 
entries lost or mislaid in the post. 


BAND-AID 


TRADE MARK 


WASHPROOF PLASTERS 


NEW 
OVERALL 
AIR- VENTS 
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ca 


A, Are the tyres properly pumped B. Are the brakes adjusted 
up? correctly ? 


2 


C. Are the front forks true, not 
bent backwards ? 


the chain at the correct F. Are the handlebars straight and 
tension ? firmly held in position ? 


G. Are all spokes in position and H. Is the gear, if fitted, properly 
taut, making the wheels run true ? adjusted ? 


J. Do both lights function 
adequately and positively 
Pam RS Ha Ah ies ek 


K_ Is the bicycle frame true, not 
twisted ? 


CUT HERE =o bls | 


Entry Form Send to: JOHNSON & JOHNSON (Gt. Britain) 
Ltd., Medlar Street, London 


5 


My choice, in order, of the six most important mechanical checks 


to make 


“L think it is essential to Road Safety for a bike to be in good 


a 
i 
1] 
| 
i 
Border, because 
i 
t 
r 
' 
i 


(finish in not more than 12 additional words) 


Name, 


Address, 


beeen 
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INVESTIGATES 


xs LADY PENELOPE 


DAVID 
JANSSEN 


‘AB ONE pulled up at the lonely petrol station that stood in solitary 
confinement on the long, deserted American highway. An 
elderly man shuffled out of the office 

““'Ave a look at ‘is nose,” said Parker tactlessly. | did. It was 
large, and a bright shade of pink 

“Parker,” | said, “that old man is wearing a false nose!” The old 
man popped his head through the window. “Did you want to buy 
petrol or discuss my facial peculiarities ?” he said 

Before | could answer, the old man had vigorously dragged Parker 
from the driving seat and out onto the oily forecourt. Deftly, he 
leapt into the car, pressed the starter and guided both Fab One and 
myself onto the highway 

“Now, Kimble," | said, as we cruised towards a small town on the 
horizon, “what is the meaning of this behaviour? 

Ripping off his false nose, Kimble, alias Janssen, alias the Fugitive 
screeched the car to a halt. 

“| thought the false nose trick wouldn't fool you, Lady Penelope, 
he said, "But you've got to help me.” He explained that Lieutenant 
Gerard, his constant pursuer, was on his trail. 

“He must have arrived at the petrol station already,” he said, his 
brown eyes nervously scanning the road behind us. 

A subtle plan entered my mind. We swopped places. “Put these 
dark glasses on, and smoke this cigar," | said, reversing Fab One 
“| must go and rescue Parker.” 

“I hope you know what you're doing," said Kimble—Janssen— 
The Fugutive, from the back seat. He was immersed in a fog of blue 
smoke. 

At the petrol station there was no sign of Parker. Just a large 
limousine with the word "police" on the side. Cries for help came 
from the office. | rushed in. There was Parker having his nose 
tweaked by an ascetic police officer, whom | presumed was 
Lieutenant Gerard. 

“Okay, Kimble," he said to Parker. "Let's get this ridiculous false 
nose off. 

Hastily, | introduced myself and explained that Parker was not the 
Fugutive. 

Amidst apologies, Parker and | made our way back to the car. 
There was no sign of Kimble, just a haze of cigar smoke and a 
plastic nose on the back seat 


Four pioneers set out to explore the unknown... and are now lost in space! 


| TOINSO = 
! = 


[WHEN THE CITV 1S COMPLETE..] 


The Robinsons’ space 
station is damaged by a 
comet. Tim and Tam de- 
cide to investigate a nearby 
planet whilst Craig does 
the repairs. They spot a 
beautiful city, but when 
they land, they find that 
the city ‘has vanished: 
Then... 


MOBILE CHANGES TO A FOUNTAIN, 
1 AGREE 
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BRAINED 


‘This was the “hair-fashion in the 1770's and 
1780's in the French court. Marie-Antoinette began 
the fashion and quickly all women of style were 
building their hair up to fantastic proportions— 
sometimes five feet high. They used hog’s grease as 
4 ‘lacquer’ and built the hair up with the use of 
false curls, cushions and wire frames! 

On top of all this the elegant ladies placed baskets 
of fruit, flowers, even miniature landscapes and 
sometimes... . model ships at full sail! There was 
considerable “danger from fire—for the towering 
hair-styles could be set alight by the chandeliers in 
ballrooms! Many women had to have the tops of 
their carriages removed before they could sit upright 
and it would have been disastrous to go out on a 
windy day! Because of their elaborateness, the styles 
‘were meant to last several weeks—meaning that the 
became infested with unpleasant inhabitants (uggh! 
80 the ladies carried special clawed ‘wands’ with 
which to scratch their heads. 


; her 

pride and 
a Pictured here 
mn recently! 


p-s, the git! i 


right!) a hairy comes in all 
shapes and sizes: 


/Keep your hair on . . 

.. . it’s 23-year-old 

‘Carmel Colton who works 

in a Dublin hospital. Her hair 


aaah ‘is 39 inches lon, 
but this one’s a 


bit puzzled: 


oe Head-Lines 


So 


=. « this one is all 
mixed up: 


In the olden days, fashion was often 
decreed by law. For instance in the 
Fifteenth Century, Henry VI passed 


Oe a law banning moustaches! 


-a hairy with a In the Sixteenth Century in Austria 
shock: there was a fashion for men to grow 
WwW their beards as long as possible. 
PCC) The style, however, became un- 
Mi a popular after the Mayor of one 
town tripped over his long beard, 

++ and a cold hairy; fell down the steps of the town hall 

a and was killed! 


SF Wigs are not new: 4,000 years ago 

You can doodle Pr ¢ Greek women were wearing 

lots of other hairies \ elaborate wigs. The Ancient Egypt- 

and then ask your i ians erected idols of a ‘barber god’ 

friends to guess and wore false beards strapped to 
what they are. their chins! 


LONG-HAIRED FAB feohonsble. for ‘Wonca. weat 


ai 
B 
s 
o 
Be 
=) 
© 
al 
wu 
a 
=| 
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false eye-brows . . . made of mouse 
skin! 
Alexander the Great always ordered 
his army to shave off their beards 
before a battle. He feared that 
enemy soldiers could seize his men 
by them and cut off their heads! 


Elizabeth the First had over a 
hundred different wigs! 


Freda Knott, Alison Griffiths, Jean Heatherington, Julia Andrews, 
Islington, London. Wantage, Berks. Liversedge, Yorks.’ Maidenhead, Berks. 
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... inthis FAB 
Competition 


HAVE an unfair advantage over all 

opponents (penguins included!) in this 
tennis dress by PETERSMITH SPORTS. 
This streamlined princess-line dress is made 
in cotton embossed pique and costs from 
approximately 49/6. 

Made in chest sizes 28" to 36", stockists for 
this PETERSMITH SPORTS dress include: 
D. H. Evans, London; Joshua Taylor, Cam- 
bridge; Suters, Slough; Alison's Rubber Co., 
Northampton; Ely's, Wimbledon; Pearsons, 
Enfield; The Sports House, Woking; Longley 
Bros.,  Bexhill-on-Sea;_H.H.B.’ Sugg, 
Sheffield; Young Ideas, Loughborough and 
Chiesmans of Lewisham and branches. 

The ‘gear’ sun visor the model is wearing, 
is the latest rave fashion from Paris—giving 
you a space-age look and protecting your 
eyes at the same time! 


CN 


prazerex 
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TENNIS COMPETITION 


NAME.. 


ADDRESS.... 


Decoded, these words mean: 
THAPLENE 

AGOROANK 

CLEMA 

LASE 


I think the penguins are saying 


(limit 15 words) 


If | am one of the ten winners, | would 
like a PETERSMITH SPORTS tennis 
dress in chest size. 


POST TO: 

LADY PENELOPE, TENNIS COMP- 
ETITION, 317, HIGH HOLBORN, 
LONDON, W.C.99. 


There's always magic in the air when the enchanting Samantha is around! 


THUS CLIENT TO 
STRUGARNOFF'S, 


DAREN WOLLON'T 
EVEN LOOK AT A 
GORGEOUS BLONA 
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VSAM! voue mormEeS 
TURNED ME INTO A 


DONT 
UNDERSTAND, OFFICER, 
HEE MY HUBBAND. 


SPECIAL DELIVERY FROM 


Y WODOLY ACE 
OVERIOVED AT THB. 


PARRIN'S oFFice] I CUDDLY WUDDLY TOYS 
THE NEXT DAY... THIS 18 GREAT! ME. 
wage) CLOOL Wa 


AND 60 6AM AND DAGRIN HAVE THEIR 


AWAITED EVENING TOGETHER... 


YET Like VOUR 
MOTHER . 


LADY PENELOPE July 9. 1986 


IN THEIR SILENT -WORLD, MARINA AND HER FATHER MEET NEW DANGERS... 


Because of Titan’s curse, Aphony and 
Marina dare not speak. After many months 
of silence, they suspect that they can 
municate by thought transference. M: 
goes off to test the new-found gift 

= — 


Fae am O-« 
FIRST IMPULSE A$ 4 SINGLE WORD, 
Te oF % CY ATHER Atay 
LE, OMIE: 


MARINA Mé 
TO THE SHELTER | 
OF AN ANCIENT 
COLUMN. 


pa. 
EL REMAIN 
PERFECTLY STULL 
PERMAPE [7 Wik 
JENORE ME. 


| BUT APHONY'S 
| PAUGHTER Is 
HELPLESS. 


PACIFICA, APHONY 
Bwana MARINA’S 
RETURN. 


THAT'S. STRANGE... 
MY MIND 18 FULLED 
WITH WORRY FOR. 

Wy MARINA'S SAFETY!) 


at | | . aa WV 
espn Ss : A POWERFUL TENTACLE 
4 RMOW IT f 4 
(falar betes 4 CONS KOUND HER WAIST. 
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